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" Those buff forms," went on the stranger, " tell their
own tale. Most of you fellows carry them in your hand.
Take my advice, sonny, don't you go. It's easy. Tear up
those papers, and get away while the going's good. No
one'll miss you. They're not going to worry about you."
I was dumbfounded.   I was also profoundly shocked.
" I don't know who you are," I said defiantly, " but I've
just taken an oath to serve the King. I'm going into the
army because I want to."
The man laughed, and I was beginning to feel em-
barrassed. Luckily my train came in and I was able to
escape from the clutches of this tempter. I have never seen
him again from that day to this, and I have often wondered
whether he was an agent sent out by the authorities to test
the nerve of young recruits. If so, I hope that I acquitted
myself correctly.
Chester had nothing to do with the artillery, but it was
the nearest regimental depot and clearing station for young
soldiers, and I soon found my way up to the Castle, the
depofof the Cheshires. The sentry at the gates passed me
on to the guard-room inside.
" Are you a recruit ? "
" Yes."
" Yes, what?"
It may have been the old, old story, but it was a new one
on me.
" Yes, sergeant! *'
I stood corrected.
He then gave instructions to an orderly to conduct me to
one Sergeant Sentley, who I understood would look after
me. My escort was sympathetic, but not exactly en-
thusiastic about army life. But I was determined not to be
discouraged. Sergeant Bentley at least was friendly- He
noted my particulars, and took me along to a barrack-room.
" See that bed in the corner over there ? That's where
you'll sleep to-night. Now* watch me while I make it down
for you- He summoned a minion to bring a pillow-slip-and
sheets, while he removed the regulation four blankets.
There's your soap and towel, and to-morrow morning at